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harmony with  wood-anemones  and  bearing the
promise of a larger and more exclusive breed; but
scarcely had these last appeared when the woods
revelled in wild hyacinths and the meadows in
daffodils which were soon overtaken by the fragrant
may and the light-hearted cherry-blossoms and
overshadowed by the merrily-swinging laburnum
and the prim and proper lilac; these again in their
turn were ousted by the gorgeous gorse and the
showy peony and the lordly rhododendron; and all
these finally paled and faded away before the simple
witchery of the lily and the crowning glory of the
rose.  ,What a constant source of joy the flowers
must have been to me and what interest and in-
struction they must have provided me with on my
daily rambles, I leave the reader to imagine for him-
self, contenting myself with describing one of my
favourite walks.   It is a fine bright April day.  We
have just finished breakfast.  " Mother " makes me
a neat packet of some biscuits and another of a few
bits of plain chocolate, just big enough to slip easily
in the two inside breast-pockets of my homespun.
A moment later with a wave of my hand to
" Mother " I step out and briskly walk down the
gravel-path of my home, encumbered with nothing
save a stick and a pocket ordnance-map of the
district. Once on the main road, I turn in the direc-
tion of the village, noticing as I go the gardens of
our neighbours and returning the greeting of our
village baker as he drives past me in his high dog-
cart.    There in the corner is the quaintly-built
cottage of Lady W-----, by far the prettiest in the